CHAPTER XI
SOAMJES VISITS THE   PRF.SS
SOAMES had gone off to his sister's in Green Street thor-
oughly upset. That Fleur should have a declared enemy,
powerful in Society, filled him with uneasiness; that she
should hold him accountable for it, seemed the more unjust,
because in fact he was.
An evening spent under the calming influence of Winifred
Dartie's common-sense, and Turkish coffee, which, though
fc liverish stuff,' he always drank with relish, restored
in him something of the feeling that it was a storm in a
teacup.
" But that paper paragraph," he said, " sticks in my
gizzard."
" Very tiresome, Soames, the whole thing; but I
shouldn't bother. People skim those ' chiff-chaff' little
notes and forget them the next moment, They're just
put in for fun."
<c Pretty sort of fun ! That paper says it has a million
readers."
" There's no name mentioned."
" These political people and whipper-snappers in Society
all know each other," said Soames.
" Yes, my dear boy," said Winifred in her comfortable
voice, so cosey, and above disturbance, " but nobody takes
anything seriously nowadays."
She was sensible. He went up to bed in more cheerful
mood.
But retirement from affairs had effected in Soames a